Now leave, ye shepheards boyes, your merry glee ;
My Muse is hoarse and wearie of thys stounde ;
Here will I hang my pype upon this tree :
Was never pype of reede did better sounde.
Winter is come that blowes the bitter blaste,
And after Winter dreerie death does hast.

Gather together ye my little flocke,
My little flock, that was to me so liefe ;
Let me, ah I lette me in your foldes ye lock,
Here the breme Winter breede you greater griefe.
Winter is come, that blowes the balefull breath,
And after Winter commeth timely death.

SPENSER (from The Shepheards Calender)

When biting Boreas, fell and doure,
Sharp shivers thro* the leafless bow'r;
When Phoebus gies a short-liv'd glow'r
Far south the lift,
Dim darkening through the flaky show'r,
Or whirling drift:
Ae night the storm the steeples rocked,
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked,
While burns, wf snawy wreaths up-choked,
Wild-eddying swirl,
Or thro* the mining outlet booked,
Down headlong hurl.
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